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stand it no longer, he jumped up from the sofa, kissed the clergyman's daughter, and bolted out of the house. He was very eccentric, a sun-faced little man. He once went a walking tour with some friends. They suddenly missed him, and could not find him anywhere, and did not see him again for six weeks, when he emerged from some inn. He was a loveable little fellow."
Sonnet to Alfred Tennyson^ after meeting him for the first time.
Long have I known thee as thou art in song, And long enjoyed the perfume that exhales From thy pure soul, and odour sweet entails And permanence on thoughts that float along The stream of life, to join the passive throng Of shades and echoes that are Memory's being; Hearing, we hear not, and we see not, seeing, If Passion, Fancy, Faith, move not among The never-present moments of reflection. Long have I viewed thee in the crystal sphere Of verse, that like the Beryl makes appear Visions of hope, begot of recollection. Knowing thee now, a real earth-treading man, Not less I love thee and no more I can.
HARTLEY COLERIDGE.
Of this visit Spedding wrote to Thompson:
Alfred left us about a week since, homeward bound, but meaning to touch at Brookfield's on his way. The weather has been much finer since he went; certainly, while he was here, our northern sun did not display himself to advantage. Nevertheless I think he took in more pleasure and inspiration than any one would have supposed who did not know his almost personal dislike of the present, whatever it may be. Hartley Coleridge is mightily taken with him; and after the fourth bottom of gin, deliberately thanked Heaven (under me, I believe, or me under Heaven, I forget which) for having brought them acquainted.